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|: Without Warning 


Author's Notes: 

This came to my mind after | went home for Thanksgiving Break, and had no heat in my room the first night 
because my parents closed the heat vent in my room to save energy, and forgot to open it back up (| didn't 
know!) | just had to use this as an opportunity for a Dokken fluff fic (its already been done multiple times in 
other bands, so | took a unique twist on the idea to make it work here with Dokken) Anyway, hopefully the 


fluff isn't too much in this one -it's been hard not to squeal in my dorm. Enjoy! 


Everyone had noticed that there was something off about the temperature of the Dokken bus that night. 


All four -Don, Mick, George, and Jeff -had at first chalked it up at first to the fact that they were riding the 
highway across the northern part of the US in the middle of the winter, and the temperature was 6 degrees. 

Fahrenheit. Meaning they were well below freezing. With strong winds producing a windchill of negative 9. It was 
probably going to be a bit colder on the bus regardless of what the thermostat was set to, as there was no 

way with the drafts on the bus that the heater was going to keep up with these temperatures perfectly. 


Returning from the bus to the venue had been horrible. It was snowing, and the forceful wind blew a clumpy 


mix of snow and freezing rain in their faces so that it took their breath away. As usual, the four had taken 
showers after the show, and had taken the time to dry off fully before leaving, but the slushy precipitation 
had them soaked before they got halfway back to the bus, which could only get so close due to crowds. 


"We're going to have to drive slow and carefully tonight," warned their driver, Ray, to Don. "The road is really 
dangerous like this, and it would be better to have a little less time to prepare for the next show than to slip 


on the road and have problems." 


"That's fine," Don told Ray, his voice clipped and sharp following the blast of cold. "We build in extra time 
before each show for that reason" He and the others had hurried to get inside the bus so that the door 
could be shut and block out the biting wind. 


As soon as the door was shut, everyone began the endeavor of warming up, changing out of their wet street 
clothes and hanging them over the back of the couch to dry. Then they set off to find where they'd put their 
warmest loungewear in their luggage. Jeff went to the storage cabinet and doled out towels to dry off with. 
Don plugged in the electric kettle for anyone who wanted to make something hot to drink 


Mick decided to forego his usual loose athletic shorts for sweatpants, which confirmed to Jeff, George, and 
Don that it was unusually cold on the bus. They'd driven though weather like this before, and Mick had 
tolerated it in shorts. Jeff happened to notice how Mick pulled his shorts out of his duffle bag, looked at them, 
and shook his head, murmuring something to the effect of "not tonight, way too cold for that," before tossing 
them aside and finding his pants. 


George sat curled up on the couch, having also opted for sweat pants with thick socks, and had his heavy 
comforter from his bunk wrapped around his body. He was going through a bout where his allergies were 
flaring up badly, and the feeling of shirt material against his skin was nearly unbearable. 

After half an hour though, not only was it still cold, but strangely, it seemed colder. Don sat on the edge of 
his bunk, hands wrapped around a mug of hot tea Mick came out of the lounge in the back of the bus where 
he usually liked to relax, shaking his head. 

"Is that what's going on? God damn it! -Shit!" 


George flinched, and Don squeezed his eyes shut in a pained manner as Ray's voice roared from the front of 


the bus in a very angry tone. 


Jeff peaked out from his bunk, where he was curled up, cocooned in a fleece blanket, reading his Batman 


comics. 
"Is that Ray who's all worked up?" he asked timidly. 


It wasn't like Ray to get mad. Ray was actually pretty laid back, easy going, and generally brushed off all 


surprises, saying that it would be okay. This led them all to believe it was something else beside a section of 


highway being closed and the need to find an alternate route. 
"What's the matter?" asked Mick 


"Well, boys, we've got an error light on the dashboard. | was wondering if something was up, and that just 
confirmed it. Our heater just went out, and l'Il have to call someone out to maintenance the bus at the next 
stop possible," explained Ray. "| recommend you all try and figure out something, but if it becomes unbearable, 
tell me and we'll see about stopping at some place." 


"Oh, well that's just fantastic," grumbled Don, seeing how they were all having trouble already, and it was only 


going to get worse. 


"We'll try and make do," assured Mick He went to the front of the bus where they kept a thermometer to 
gauge the temperature on the bus, finding it to read at 44 degrees Fahrenheit. No wonder it felt unusually 
cold on the bus. 


"Probably not a bad night to just go to bed early," suggested Don. Maybe getting under blankets and would 


make it easier to deal with. And then once they were asleep, they wouldn't notice it so much. 


Being an unusual occurrence, nobody seemed in the mood to argue with him. George didn't move from the 


couch, but didn't say a thing. He wasn't feeling too good right about now. 


Don retreated into his bunk with his mug and a book, to try and distract himself from the temperature with 
reading, and wind himself down so that he could fall asleep. Insomnia could be a real issue for all of them with 
traveling every night. Mick, on the other hand, decided to brave the cold a bit longer, wrapping a blanket 
around his shoulders and going to the front of the bus to have a conversation with Ray. The road was 
challenging enough without Ray being up in a twist over things breaking down on the bus. And he generally 
wanted Ray to not be upset. He was actually fun to shoot the breeze with, so Mick figured they could both 


stand for some humor. 


Jeff hesitated and then climbed out of his bunk, better insulated from the cold than George in his sweatshirt. 
George had resorted to staying wrapped in his blanket, huddled on the couch, and not moving to keep the air 

from getting in with him. He looked so pitiful all curled up like that, and being "only 135 pounds and soaking wet" 
in the words of one of their managers, it also made George look quite small vulnerable compared to the usual 


confident, dominant stance he took in public and onstage. Jeff decided he didn't like seeing George like that. 


George snapped out of his internal thoughts as he felt somebody's arms wrap around him, and a body lean 
against his side, hugging against him. He looked over his shoulder, catching a glimpse of strawberry blond hair. 
Jeff rested his cheek on George's shoulder, scooting in close against his side. A smile broke through his blank 


stare. This wasn't the first time Jeff had gotten in a the mood to cuddle, and George had come to find it 


rather adorable every time. 


He also noticed that he was beginning to feel less cold where Jeff huddled against him. 


"You alright, Jeff?" he asked, making sure there wasn't any adverse reason for it. Jeff did have a tendency to 


get clingy, especially to George, when he was nervous, overwhelmed, or embarrassed. 


"Yeah," answered Jeff softly. He was simply there to try and make George feel better, and doing just that. 
George felt an even stronger spark of warmth in his heart, wanting to pull Jeff into a hug too, but not wanting 
to come out of his blanket. Jeff was so sweet; it was beyond George how anyone wouldn't feel better with him 


around. 


After about ten minutes though, George could sense that the cold was starting to get to Jeff. The bassist 
was holding on tighter, and sniffling occasionally as his nose started getting rumy. 


"Jeff, why don't you get inside the blanket with me?" asked George. 
"You're colder than | am," Jeff made out. "I grew up in colder weather." 


"This blanket is big enough to get around us," replied George. "Whether you're used to it or not, you don't have 
to be cold for my sake." He pulled the blanket off his side, noticing that it seemed chillier on the bus than 
before, and gathered Jeff in with him. Jeff cuddled against him, eyes sleepy and starting to droop. 


"You know what? | have a better idea," realized George, standing up. Jeff quickly got up with him before he slid 
off onto the floor. 


"What?" Jeff asked through a yawn. 


"We'll do like we did that time in Detroit. It'll be more comfortable for you -you need to go to sleep," George 
whispered. He went over to his bunk, flinching as he exposed his bare arms and torso to the frigid atmosphere. 


"You get in your bunk, and I'll bring my blankets down there too." 


Jeff sank down in his bunk without argument, feeling tired from the combination of coming off the post-show 
wave of energy and the cold. George spread his blankets overtop of Jeff's own, and a minute later crawled 
under with Jeff, pulling down the makeshift curtain Jeff had made with a sheet. All of them had adopted that 
trick, actually. George couldn't remember which one of them had first come up with it, or if none of them had, 
and something that Juan Croucier had suggested when he was with them. Regardless of who it was, George 


always was internally thankful to whoever recommended the sheet, and even more so tonight, knowing he and 


Jeff could cuddle all they wanted behind it -judgement free. 


Oh yes. This was much better. Why did / not think of this sooner? George asked himself as Jeff cuddled around 
him, resting his cheek on his shoulder again. George had the covers pulled up to his chin, so only a few messy 
locks of Jeff's hair stuck out from under the blankets. George almost wished he could see this from outside 


the bunk to get a better look, suspecting it was precious. Unable to resist, he pressed a kiss to the top of 
Jeff's head. 


"Who told you that you were allowed to be this cu-?" George started to murmur affectionately, keeping his 
voice low and ducking under the covers so that he couldn't be heard through the bus. Before he could finish 
his sentence, Jeff locked lips with him, effectively silencing him. George flushed, feeling a wave of warmth go 


through him, and could feel Jeff's cheeks heat up against his own. 


"Shh," whispered Jeff, tiny giggles sending tremors through his frame and shaking his voice. "We're gonna wake 
Don and get heard out by Mick. Then what to do?" 


‘Oh, you," George snickered, still whispering under the blankets. "What's the worst thing to happen? Don gets 
his panties in a bunch?" He was beginning to not care about whatever judgement they'd receive if they were 


caught. 


Jeff simply snuggled closer against George in response, and George felt his body go slack as he crashed out 
asleep. A typical Jeff Pilson style crash and burn after a busy night. Beaming and smitten, George hugged Jeff 
against himself. The bus was freezing, but he couldn't feel any better now, and possibly any other night on the 
bus. Maybe he could stand to have the heat out more often 


"G'night, Jeff," he murmured endearingly, before succumbing to sleep as well 


2: Turn On The Action 


Author's Notes: 

Yeah, | just went there and took a stab at Don/Mick Not sure how well | pulled it off, but this was my first 
time writing more explicit slash (I still can't really go graphic, so | was only but so descriptive). | tried. And had 
fun making the guys feel conflicted. Its not as powerful a pairing as George/Jeff, but | think there's room for 
it on the UPS truck. (Ba dum, tiss! (okay, I'll stop..)) Hope this is enjoyable. 


Don sighed huffily, staring up at the bottom of Mick's bunk above him, beginning to get frustrated. He wasn't 
quite sure if he was frustrated with the bus's heater, or himself. 


You would think that somebody with a high level of Scandinavian ancestry would be able to take the cold for at 
least a night, was the scornful thought repeating over and over in his mind. Apparently not 


He could swear it was getting worse, albeit it probably just seemed that way given he'd been lying in his bunk 
for almost an hour now, trying, and failing pathetically to fall asleep. Don could not do it, no matter how hard 
he tried. He couldn't get comfortable enough to do it -the bus was way too cold Even wearing socks and 
getting a couple of extra blankets from the storage cabinet didn't seem to do the trick -which was usually 
Don's go-to method. 


The hot mug of tea he'd held earlier had felt good, but now that it was gone, he felt worse. 


Maybe | am too thigh maintenance, he thought to himself. George had recently spat such a remark at him, and 
Don really hadn't been able to figure out the source of such an accusation. True, he did like to have nice 
things, but he'd managed without some of the most basic things in the past. Not too many years ago, actually. 
But what was he even thinking, letting George's words get to his head like that? Especially right now, days 


after it had been said, and when George wasn't even awake. 

He pulled his extra pillow in against himself, curling tighter around it, trying to relax again. 

Nope, not working 

Don lifted his curtain up, turning to sit on the edge of his bunk while still keeping one spare blanket around 
himself, pondering if the air outside his bunk was warmer or colder. He couldn't tell if it was just cold, or if he 
had a draft along his bunk wall. 


He couldn't detect any difference. Nor could he fall asleep. He just sat there. 


Mick was starting to become tired, running out of things to talk about with Ray. So he started to make his 
way back toward the bunk area, noticing that the thermometer on the wall had dropped from 44 to 37. 


"Sheesh!" he remarked to no one in particular, continuing on his way and finding Don sitting on the edge of his 
bunk, grasping his blanket around his upper body with a death grip as if someone might snatch it from him. He 
looked forlorn, as if he'd witnessed somebody kick a puppy, which wasn't typical. 


"What's the matter, Don?" asked Mick, having a good idea, but with Don, it could be a thousand other things in 
addition to it. 


"Can't warm up or fall asleep -it's driving me crazy. And | swear it's gotten worse," Don complained. "I'm 


fucking freezing, Mick." 
"It has gotten worse. It's 37 degrees in this bus," Mick confirmed. 
"Oh, well that's just great," Don groaned sardonically, dropping his head over his lap. 


Mick decided to resist laughing, biting the inside of his lip and glancing over to George and Jeff's bunk for 
distraction. That gave him more than a distraction. It gave him an idea. He wasn't sure whether Don would 
approve of it, but it was something he could try to suggest. If Don refused, then it wouldn't really make the 


situation any worse. 


"Do you wanna get in the same bunk like Jeff and George did?" asked Mick, motioning to Jeffs bunk where 
George had to be, given his curtain was pulled back, he wasn't in his upper bunk. The lounge was far too cold 
for any of them to stand. Mick tended to run hot compared to everyone else, so he knew it was bad when he 


couldn't take being in there. "We could consolidate blankets like they did, and it might help some. 


Don hesitated, definitely not used to sleeping in the same bed with other guys without pillows between them. 
He was pretty sure that there wasn't enough room in his bunk for that, and fitting in together would probably 
be tight. But then again, that was a way to warm up -as whenever bodies were close to each other, heat 
tended to gather up. The chills were beginning to make Don feel slightly nauseated, and he was getting sniffly, 
feeling an urge to sneeze. He'd recovered just over a week ago from a virus, and didn't want to feel sick, let 


alone come down sick again. 

Mick must have noticed this, because he looked at Don, concerned. 

"Tell me you're not getting sick again. Though, you're probably gonna get sick with this." 

Don shook his head, sniffing to abate the sneezy feeling, and motioned for Mick, deciding he was desperate 
enough to try anything. He was close to Mick anyway. Was there really anything wrong sleeping with a 


bandmate and close friend when it was under 40 degrees Fahrenheit on the bus? 


Mick pulled the heavier blankets down from his bunk, then climbed into the bunk with Don. He reached over the 
edge of the bunk, picking up the blankets he'd dropped to the floor, and spread them over Don's to cover them 
both as he settled in next to Don. Oh boy, he’s really shivering, Mick noted of Don, feeling how the singer's body 


trembled next to him, and wondering if it was possible for them to get hypothermia from the temperature on 


the bus. 
Don climbed over Mick, to which Mick sent a questioning glance. 


"| don't like being cornered in," explained Don. There was something about being against a wall with something 
blocking him from being able to move from the place which he was in that made him feel claustrophobic, and 
he'd been struggling with anxiety at night already. He felt it was silly, given Mick was harmless to his 
knowledge, but there was no way he'd fall asleep between Mick and the wall of the bus. 


Mick nodded understandingly, and scooted so he was deep into the bunk against the wall. There was just enough 
space for Don to keep his extra pillow that he liked to curl around in the bunk, but feeling Mick's body adjacent 
to his own, which was much warmer than the pillow, he decided to put the pillow on the outer edge of the 


bunk, and forego a divider. 


Oddly enough, it didn't seem as awkward as Don had feared. The presence of Mick laying beside him had a 
comforting effect. The bitter edge of cold with its nauseous waves ebbed away. His shivering began to subside, 
and under the blanket, Mick's hand wrapped around his own protectively. Don lay conflicted for a few minutes, 


trying to decide if this was acceptable or not. 
For goodness’ sake, Don, stop it. Its better than it was, so its fine. Go to sleep, he ordered himself. 


Don relaxed, trying to block out his thoughts. As he had been lately, within ten minutes, he felt his heart begin 
to pick up a bit and impatiently giving a cross between a moan and a whine at the back of his throat. He 
wasn't quite sure the exact trigger of this, but he was having occasional nightmares again lately, and last 
night's had been rather disturbing. He had been choked and strangled in his nightmare by George, which was 
odd, given they'd fought before, but neither Don nor George had taken a move at one another that was 
potentially fatal. This was likely the result of an increase in arguments as of late, and meant nothing serious, 


but Don hadn't quite shaken it off. 

Mick had heard Don's whimper-like sound, however, and protectively reached over and patted his shoulder. 
"Salright. Go to sleep," Mick whispered in a half-asleep tone. 

Don's heart skipped a beat, but not like that of an average palpitation. This one felt good in a way, leaving him 
a bit dizzy. He realized it had sent a wave of something like euphoria -a secure sensation -over him. No, he 
didn't have to worry about that nightmare. Mick was there with him, and George wasn't going to do anything 


to him tonight -even though he probably wouldn't have anyway. Mick would keep him safe. 


He shifted so that he lay just slightly closer to Mick, keeping his pillow tight against his other side to keep heat 
in the bunk, and felt his mind and thoughts go hazy until he wasn't quite aware of anything. 


EEKE EE EE EK 


Don awoke a few hours later, unsure of how much time had passed. Seeing that the bus was still dark, it 


couldn't have been long, because he'd fallen asleep after 2:00AM. It had to be sometime before 6:00. 


He was quite warm and comfortable now, a major contrast to before. Curled around his spare pillow on his 
side, and with Mick wrapped around him from behind, he was surrounded, effectively keeping heat in around 
him. Don wasn't sure what to make of Mick being cuddled against him, but he didn't care to speculate that 


when it meant he was no longer cold, and it felt good. Not to mention Mick was trying to stay warm too. 


He realized his leg was asleep, with a pins and needles sensation that always drove him crazy, and shifted 
carefully to flex it and restore his circulation without kicking Mick or having to get partially out of bed. It 
worked, and he settled back in, curled around his pillow, glad that he hadn't had to get out of the bunk. 
However, Don was also realizing much to his dismay that no matter how comfortable he was here, how cold it 
was outside of the bunk, and how much he wanted to stay there, he really had to go to the bathroom - 
probably the thing that woke him up. And there really wasn’t a viable solution to that which didn't involve 
getting out of his bunk and walking the length of the freezing cold bus. 


Oh, for pity’s sake! Don thought to himself, finding it ironic how times like these were the only times he ever 
considered this cramped bus to be large and thought that the distance from one place to another was so far 
away. He tried ignoring it with the hope he'd be able to fall back asleep and hold it until morning. But after five 
minutes without starting to drift back off, he was well aware that it wasn't going to happen. If Ray couldn't 
get the bus maintenance during their stop and it was still freezing tomorrow night on the road, he would have 


to remember that drinking tea before bed to warm up would backfire. 


So cautiously, as if not to wake Mick up, Don pushed Mick off of himself, trying to slide out from under the 
blankets rather than lifting them up and letting heat out, and climbed out of his bunk. 


The air outside of the bus was shockingly cold -seemingly worse than before. And that was possible, given 
they'd been driving through the night in colder air that was infiltrating any drafts about the bus. Don winced, 
the only thing in his mind being to get back under the covers as fast as possible. So he turned around and 
darted toward the back of the bus, nearly tripping over George's duffle bag -which George foolishly (or 
intentionally, perhaps?) had left on the floor turned out across the aisle so it blocked the whole path. He had 
noticed the hazard at the last second, clearing it with a nimble leap. In any other situation in which the bus 
was not so damned freezing, Don would have been hard pressed not to wake George up and give him hell for 
creating a potential situation where somebody could have gotten hurt. But getting back at George was low on 


Don's list of priorities at the moment. It would have to wait for some other time. 


He got to the lavatory at the back of the bus and went about resolving the problem that had woken him up, 

inwardly cursing over the fact that the lavatory was the draftiest spot and even colder than the rest of the 
bus. Don tried to imagine in his mind where he was in bed a minute ago, in hopes it would trick him into feeling 
warmer for the time, and found it worked for a moment, but then left him shivering as he finished. Moments 


later, after reluctantly washing his hands in the cold water from the sink, he made his way hurriedly back to 


the bunks. 


Don attempted to get back in the burk quietly, not wanting to wake Mick up, but just as he was settling back 
in, the shock of cold got to him and he sneezed quite loudly before he even recognized that it was coming to 


stifle it. He sniffed forcefully and swore under his breath as Mick lifted his head, opening his eyes in a squint. 


"Don? Whhnnyadoin'?" Mick slurred in his half-asleep state. If it weren't for the circumstances, Don would have 
laughed at this. Instead, he motioned to outside the bunk, feeling unusually bashful all of a sudden, and not 
quite sure why. 


"Well, l- „you know-" 


"Shush," whispered Mick. "Get back in‘ere.. back tsleep," he mumbled, reaching out and pulling Don in against 
him so that they faced each other. Don wasn't sure what to make of this either, but it was even warmer 
wrapped around Mick as opposed to his pillow. Mick rested his chin on Don's head, and his curly blond locks 
brushed softly against Don's cheeks. Don could very faintly hear the soft beating of Mick's heart as soon as 
Mick stopped shifting around and lay still and silent. It was very soothing in a way Don couldn't quite explain, 
and quite effectively began lulling him off faster than before. 


But right before he could drift off, Mick shifted again so that his legs were nearly intertwined with his own. 
This didn't seem like anything wrong at first, but then Mick's knee brushed against his thigh, triggering a 


reaction. 


Don felt his cheeks flush hot, and he shuddered as the heat spread over him. Why did that feel so good? He 
felt Mick flinch and gasp, as Mick experienced the same thing. He also realized that they were both turned on 
And he really didn't know what to make of that. 


He made eye contact in the dark with Mick, faintly seeing Mick's eyes bewildered as his own, but sparking with 
pleasure, and Don couldn't imagine he wasn't in the same boat there -which was at least somewhat reassuring. 
They certainly weren't cold anymore now either. 


Both were at loss for words, so Don resumed his position resting his head against Mick's chest and staying up 
against Mick. His own heart fluttered with Mick's, and Mick gave a tiny groan, half of relief and half of 
exhilaration. He had a hard on, and could feel that Don also had one, as they still had their legs wrapped around 
one another. Mick shifted, causing his hair to brush across Don's face, tickling. Don groaned this time, and Mick 
shushed him again 


"Quiet, we're gonna get heard," he warned. 


"Well, Mick, maybe that'll be our response to whatever those two kept us awake with that night in Detroit," 


whispered Don with a snide tone. 


"Don, you are totally evil," gasped Mick, shuddering as Don held tighter against him. 


"And like you're not-" Don started to reply back sarcastically when Mick shifted his leg again, and Don felt a 
spasm go through his whole body, along with a wave of white heat that was so good.. 


And then he realized what had happened. 
There was silence between the two again for a second, complete loss of words. 


‘Guess I'll have to do laundry tomorrow at our stop," Don noted, feeling the stickiness, but reaching down to 
check, it hadn't gotten through his thick sweatpants or onto the sheets. He couldn't tell whether that was luck, 
or just the result of wearing heavier clothes than usual. Either way, he was grateful. He didn't want to have 
to worry about getting dressed in the morning without Jeff or George finding out, and he definitely didn't want 
to get up again to change now. He relaxed his grasp on Mick, no longer shuddering, but continued to rest up 
against him, feeling content where he was. In fact, he wasn't looking forward to having to let go of Mick in the 


morning. Something was swelling in his heart. 

"Yeah, so will |," Mick murmured. "Fuck it, | don't care.." Whatever had happened, he couldn't wrap his mind 
around, but it felt good, and that was what mattered to him. Don stayed wrapped around him, so it hadn't 
weirded Don out too badly. He concluded that it was alright, and relaxed, lifting his hand which he used to hug 
Don against himself and stroked Don's hair soothingly, starting to feel sleepiness overtake him again 


Don was already fast asleep, and subconsciously shifted to snuggle his cheek against Mick's chest. 


Mick chuckled softly. He could never quite decode Don as a person, but nevertheless, Mick couldn't help but 
love him. And he was pretty damn hot too. 


"Night tya too," he whispered, before darkness overtook them both. 


